





HANDBOOK or tHe FARM SERIES. 


EDITED BY J. CHALMERS MORTON. 


in Volumes, price Half-a-Crown each. 





BRADBURY, AGNEW, & CO. & 9 1 BOUVERIE STREET, FLEET STREET, E.c. 


‘THE aim of the Series is to display the means best calculated to secure 
an it of the resources of our soil, and, with the assistance 
which Chemical investigation ides, to direct those engaged in Agiocens 
Industry towards the most successful results. book is complete in itself, and the 
short series of eee a ae writers, who have been specially selected, 
will form a complete of the F. which will be abreast of the enter 
prising man’s every-day requirements, and enable him economically to utilise the 
advantages which an ever-widening science places within his reach. 

‘The Titles of the volumes now ready are mentioned at the bottom of this page. 
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By R. WARINGTON, F.C.S. By SEVERAL WRITERS. 











LIVE-STOCK OF THE FARM. <: SOIL OF THE FARM. -: EQUIPMENT OF THE FARM. 


| CHEMISTRY OF THE FARM. .:. CROPS OF THE FARM. .:. PLANT LIFE OF THE FARM. 


By MAXWELL T. MASTERS. 
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BLACK’S 
Guide 


Books. 


POPULAR NEW NOVELS 
= in ee 
QUEEN MAB. By Lord JAMES 
DREAM FACES, By the Hon 
EYRE’ 's ACQUITTAL By 


BERNA BOYLE. 
LITTLE LADY LINTON. 


Hanaert. 3 vols. 
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Ricnanp Bewrust & Son, New Burlington St. 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 


Life Assurance at Home & Abroad. 
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EDINBURGH, 8 George St. (Head Office). 
NDON, 88 King William Street, E.C. 
8 Pall Mali East, 8.W. 
TB Lt IN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 


.won Orrices awp Acrwotres mm Inpia 
AND THE COLONIES. 


The PROMETHEUS SHAVING 
LAMP ‘Wess 


Heats sufficient 
Water 

























for 
Shaving 
instantly 





Preserves edge of 
Razor so that it 


setting. 
Can be — in 
the pocket. 





Offers only means 
by which an expe- 
ditious and com- 
fortable shave can 
. <7 at me! time 
Ix Us id esag lace. Crosmp. 
Bold by Tatetresvem, ney Dealers, &c. 
Samples Se. 6d., free Parcels Post. 
Ww. H, WILLIAMS “ CO., 9%, Newhall Street, 
Binwrmomax. 














ARRIAGES OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 


THREE YEARS SYSTEM 


OF PAYMENTS AT THE 


Victor: a Carriage Works, 


4°, LONG AORE, W.C. 





SOLD 


AWARDED 32 PRIZE 


CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 





MEDALS, 





ANNUAL CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS 
25,000,000 Ibs. 


RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 
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SWEET SCENTS 
LIGN-ALOE. OPOPONAX 
FRANGIPANNI. PSIDIUM 










2 May be obtained yg 
+, Of any Chemist or 
P, y 
op erfumer. 49 






Ond street 


TADDY & CO., LONDON. 


oF ITS 
QOFFS Ang ALL, TRE 
Dr’ 












“You Syounp Try THEIR, 
Jivrte Grove.” 


“LOUIS” 
VELVETEEN. 


[THOMAS WALLIS & CO, 
“an CIRCUS, LONDON, E.C 
qualities of the celebrated 


. Louis” VELVETEEN 


in Black and all colours, at most 








DANCER FROM EPIDEMICS. 


CONDY’S FLUID. 


“ The best Disinfectant known to Science.” 
The Times. 

At a time like the present it cannot be too 
strongly impressed upon households that 
bad air from drains, sinks, &c., is most 
dangerous and predisposes the constitution 
to ae and that a thoroughly reliable, 
cheap, able — 

Fluic 9 be in regular use. It has no 
smell and is not poisonous. A pamphlet of 
directions for preventing infection is given 
away with every bottle of genuine Condy’s 
Fluid. 





















Complete Catalogue of Iron Fencing, Hurdles, 
Gates, Wire Netting, Poultry, Lawn-Tennis and 
Cricket-Ground Fence, Stable Fittings, Garden 
Requisites, &c., &c., free. 
BAYLISS, JONES, & BAYLISS, Wolverhampten. 
And 3, Crooked Lane, King William Street, E.C, 
Please name this Paper. 


SIMPLEX FOUNTAIN PEN. 


Most simple in construction. Takes an ordinary or 
quill nib. Needs no adjustment, and may be used 
with any ink. Price, complete im box, ls. 6d. Plain ; 
Ornamented, 2s 


The most useful a Schon st 

FOUNTAIN PEN yet offered to the ‘ont 

free for 1s. 84. and 2s, 84. respectivel ‘ey be 4 
of all Stationers, and of the Sole Wh diccsls Agen 
47, EASTCHEAP, LONDON, E.C. 


PEPPER'S QUININE Axo 
FOR GAINING IRON TONIC, 


STRENGTH, 


Rouses and develops the nervous energies, te 
the biood, promotes appetite, dispels languor and 
depression, fortifies the digestive organs. Is a 
semnaty for —ls indigestion, fevers, chest affec- 

asting diseases, &c. Bottles, 32 doses. 
Sold ty ch Chemists. Insist on having Pepper’ s Tonic. 


SKIN DISEASES CURED. 


SULPHOLINE LOTION removes eruptions, 
im ples, ee ee scurf,in a few days. Is 





64. 








ighly » psoriasis, prurigo, 
tetter, ae ae. It total Gestee. ’ many dcep- seated 
inveterate skin affections. Sold everywhere. 





PATTERNS POST FREE. 


CANTAB CIGARETTES. 


The BEST 64. and Is. Packets or Boxes,in Aromatic 





, Stra: , Chea, 
leading Tobacconists in the Kingdom. 
A. ZICALIOTTI, Manufacturer. 





18, New Bond Street, London, W. 





very great reduction. 
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After 38 years’ successful trading as a Jeweller, I 
have decided to retire from business, 
this intention, the whole of my Stock is now on Sale at a 
I ask the favour of a visit, 


EDWIN 


In furtherance of 


W. STREETER. 








SULPHOLINE LOTION. 


mate of oxting An There 
a ption but Weld to BU SULPHO- 
LINE and — to fade awa 


The effect is 
astonishing. It destroys the maicula which 


cause these unsightly affections, and ensu 
smooth, clear, heal a oe. beautifull fragrant, 
quite harmless. Sold by Chemists. Bottles, 2s 
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MANUFACTURED BY 


HOWARD & SONS, 
26, BERNERS STREET, ¥. 
ILLUSTRATIONS ON APPLICATIoy, 
MADAME TUSSAUD's 
EXHIBITION. 
Open from 10 till 10, 











HEALTH & INTEGRAL STRENCTH 


IMPARTED, and IMPAIRED VITALITY 
RESTORED by the use of mild —— 
Galvanic currents, as given by means of the 


ELECT ROPATHIC 
BELT, 


RECENTLY INVENTED BY THE 


PALL-MALL ELECTRIC ASSOCIATION 
21, HOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON, E.. 


Beane ENERGY is 
egy £ ha tee into VITAL ae 
ELECTROPATHIC = SLT in cases she 








LousBaoo, a, 
Sciatica, ‘EMALE ComPLaints, 
UT, Gewemat axp Louw 
Krpnay Comptamrts, Desiciry, 
EPILEPsy, Foncriowat Disonorn, 
PARALYSIS, &c.,, &e. 
avd pee 


¥ ACKNO WLEDOED, 
— the PROFESSION, but 
PUBL at , a8 witness the HOST of T a 
MO) from which oe a 2 
Pat it free on app! 
Suwa 1 ig oh MA SROCLATION, rt 
RN VIADUCT, LONDON. 


suffering 


themsel various 4 tus, 
Eh age ad ii NG MEDICAL 


ELECTRI FOURTEEN 
YEARS’ EXPERIENCE in the use aot curative 


e and its application to variow 
maey special appl 


“Comsours rion ay Apvice = Dat, 


O am. To 6 Pix. 
ELECTRO? ATHIO BELT 


on recei 
ax vibe wable'te C. B. BABNE 8, 21, HOL- 
BORN UCT, LONDON, 

Send for be: om oll or, Da. 
Scorr’s Som t to Hzatra.” Post free from 


Pall-Mall Electric Association, 





21, Holborn Viaduct, London. 











“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIVE.” 


CLARKE’S 


WORLD-FAMED 


BLOOD MIXTURE. 


Demons the blood from all impunti 
} Inds, Bk! i mand Step Diseneiueo fies 
ofall E Skin and bey eee 








marvellous. 
pertain botien it each snd i cams 
anes th i Se - 
Genel Beco Gaucane, Linccte. 





MR. 


STREETER’S STOCK 


CONSISTS OF 


DIAMOND ORNAMENTS, CEM JEWELLERY, 
I8-CARAT COLD WORK, ENCLISH KEYLESS LEVER WATCHES, 
RARE JAPANESE E ART Y WORK, &c. 


Connolaseurs and Collecters are invited to inspect Mr. STREETER'S COLLECTION of pesos 


STONES and GEMS (Rough and Cut), which will also be included im the Sale. 
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SEA-SIDE SPOTS. 
(Spotted by Dumb-Crambo Junior. ) 
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A “Sour” Argument. 
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“THE SONG OF THE DIRT.” 
(Covent Garden Market, August, 1884.) 


Wirx boots all dirty and worn, 
And trousers heavy with mud, 
A Londoner trudged on a market day 
With a footfall’s dreary thud— 
Splash, splash, splash! ; 
While cabbage-leaves spatter and spirt, 
And still with a voice of dolorous pitch 
He sang ‘* The Song of the Dirt,” 


Splash, splash, splash ! 
From morn to even-time, 
Splash, splash, splash ! : 
Through garbage, filth and grime. 
Stenches strong in the street, 
Streets with stenches strong, 
As over the flags I gingerly creep, 
I wonder to whom they belong. 


Oh! but to breathe the breath 
Of the man far away in the rear, 
But I’m forced to hold my nose, 
For I must with such odours near. 
Oh! but for one short hour 
An appetite good to feel ! 
I iormeely used my dinner to want, 
But a walk now costs a meal. 


With boots all dirty and worn, 
And trousers heavy with mud, 

A Londoner trudged on a market-day 
With a footfall’s dreary thud. 

Splash, splash, splash ! ; 
While garbage may spatter and spirt, 
And still with a voice of dolorous pitch— 
Would that its ery could reach the rich— 

He sang ‘‘ The Song of the Dirt.” 





—The past Session, though rather barren, 
can hardly be said to have been entirely fruitless, seei 
produced so road pairs (pears) and a couple of Queen’s Speeches 
peac. . 


, seeing that it 





ON ALL FOURS CLAVIGERA; 
OR, RIGHT AT LAST. 


It may be remembered that Professor Busxrw during the Sprin 
addressed a letter to a provincial paper, respecting the proj oted 
new railway for Derbyshire. As Re therein expressed some very 
strong —— against the scheme, as one likely to give the miser- 
able, melancholy, and toiling millions who dwell in smoke-stifling 
and unwholesome towns, an occasional chance of letting a little 
bright fresh air and sunlight in upon the gloom of their darkened 
lives, it is satisfactory to know that the letter in question is now 
believed to have been aclever hoax. At any rate, the zenith of that 
boon to millions, the summer excursion season has produced a second 
communication to the same journal: and, as it not only bears 
the Professor’s signature, but breathes with the spirit of his larger 
philanthropy, there can be little doubt as to its authenticity. 

In the course of this second letter, Professor BuskIN says :— 

**T do not know how this mental revolution has come doout within 
me, nor, were you to ask me, could I tell you. I only recognise the 
stupendous fact that I feel, and am not ashamed to avow, that I no 
a ps regard the wild bi gay of the Derbyshire glens as a precious 
and special property held by Providence in trust for me and a few 
exclusive well-to-do Sybarites for our sole select and selfish delecta- 
tion. It may be that I have learnt the lesson of a larger-hearted 
humanity in the d it-entrances of Metropolitan Theatres—that 
the significant doom of Paw Clawdian the self-seeker (whose eventful 
career I watched while he was with us in London, and whom I intend to 
follow in his no doubt equally eventful career in the Provinces) sent a 
white-feathered diamond-tipped barb of reproach straight to the gold 
of my inner consciousness, and set me saying to myself, ‘ Buskry, 
BuskIN, would you, like that selfish voluptuary, keep the world’s 
sweetness and beauty a for yourself? Think of the Earth- 
quake and the four-poster, and see whether, to your dull brains, they 
teach no higher philosophy than that of admission by voucher.’ 

** Enough said about my theatrical experiences. I now—and I 
hope, after this candour, now without suspicion—take up that of the 

ublic—publie in its widest sense, including the Birmingham and 

anchester tripper choked in all finer utterance with the soot of his 
alleys, and broken in spirit with their barren blackness. And how, 
my Sybarite friend, think 7 this same soul-sunken tripper of ours 
is to get a taste of this little priceless bit of mid-England glory 
without a railway-ticket and the line wherewithal it is evailable for 
the return journey? Here it is, this Derbyshire Garden of Eden, 
with its magic-lantern-slide effects, lost for ever and for ever to 
everyone save to you and to me and the lucky Stall-sitters who hold, 
out of the overflowing fulness of their purses, the front places in the 
world’s glittering show, to the shifting and shutting out of the 
humbler and r from the sight and sense of it! And the shame 
of it! A leaden mist from Erebus might have eternally settled on 
those fairy glens, and none have been the wiser. 

‘On its miniature cliffs a dark ivy leaf may have detached itself as 
an object of importance ; you may have distinguished with interest 
the species of mosses on the top; you may have counted like many 
falling diamonds the magical drops of its petrifying well ; the cluster 
of violets in the shade may appear like an Armida’s garden to you. 
Nay, even the water-rats in the stream may have lifted up their heads 
and asked you conundrums, and you ibly may have been no 
more surprised;than if you had taken a Venetian siesta after a good 
lobster luncheon. But where is all the use and the grace of it? Is 
it only for you and for me, my friend, and for no one else ? 

‘* Follow, if you can, without wetted feet, the floretted banks 
and foam-crisped wavelets of the slyly wilful stream. Into the 
very heart and depth of this, and politely bending with the 
bends of it, your railway in uces its close-clinging attention. 
The rocks are not big enough to be tunnelled, they are cheerily 
blasted away ; the brook is not wide enough to be bridged, it is com- 
fortably covered in, and is thenceforward no physical obstacle to an 
enterprising Railway Company. I have not said, I leave the cler- 
gyman and physician to say, what moral and sanitary changes 
follow a free access to the gifts of Nature. But I may, at least, 
advise your correspondent that envenomed air is deadlier to the 
young than the old, and that the sooner a completed line of railway 
enables the pent-up thousands of pestiferous cities to figure as 
three-and-sixpenny excursionists, if only for a few hours, amidst 
these hitherto inaccessible fairy haunts, the sooner will English 
children who have been reared in mephitic fume instead of mountain 
breeze, who have had for playground heaps of ashes instead of banks 
of flowers, whose Christmas holidays brought them no memory, 
whose Easter sun no hope, enjoy some of the blessed delight 
of breezy hill-side and sunlit glen hitherto claimed as the special 
and peculiar heirloom of that unreasoning and wrongheaded class 
who, singing the sweet song of Nature’s praise, defame that priceless 
metal line which, like some mighty wizard, alone has borne their 


welcome echo to a myriad aching city hearts.” 
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A NEW DANGER. 
Dovstiess, as the Poet says,— 
‘* Evil is wrought 


By want of thought 
As well as by want of heart.”’ 


But there are certain thoughtless imbecilities so mis. 
chievous, and so inexcusable, that they almost merit 
unishment as crimes. T. G. BRADEN, 
Surgeon for Lewes Infirmary, describes a ghastly 
dangerous wound inflicted upon a wor! on the li 
by a bottle, thrown from a train in motion .t some 
unspeakable noodle of a passenger—name, unluckily, 
unknown. Society will have to protect itself in some 
way against the thoughtless and callously reckless fools 
whose presence among us is almost more dangeroy 
than that of es and ruffians, because these latter the 
Police can watch, and the law punish ; whilst the idiots 
who delight in’ flinging about orange-peel, lighted 








fusees, bottles, and other are difficult to detect, 
and not easy oe ppend to ‘with when detected, 
Anyone who should give information which igh mht ad 


to the discovery of oe. mischievous booby who flung that 
bottle, and dangerously wounded—possibly killed—that 

r workman, should be looked upon as a blameless in- 
former, who Siareed well of his country. tnedvetns 
is possible to all, but there are certain forms of care- 
lessness which deserve the Cat. 





Very Like a Whale—Story. 


Tur fight between a huge whale and a cable 
Outdoes the Kraken-stories of old fable. 

One thing i is clear,—if truth friend Kenpat tell, 
Jonan’s outmarvelled—and avenged as well! 
As for his whale, the Public Sooke it hollow, 
Having a more prodigious power of swallow. 





Sweet Revence.—‘‘ Cane” is a word associated, in 
the schoolboy mind at least, rather with beating than 
with being beaten. But the Sugar-Cane, it seems, has 
an enemy which bids fair to beet it out of the field. 
The world’s “light” may come from various a 


but “a es it appears, is mainly o ing 
root. nd now the sugar-cane growers are ou 

BRITISH TOURISTS ABROAD. for Protection! Fancy any kind of cane requiring 
‘*Ask HIM IF HE'S GOT THE DrrEcToRY, Maria.” poesia . an Sugar-Cane ma | ape he true Obi 
2 , a tic uu at any member 0: ous e y 
ER—ESKER VOUS AVEY LE DirecTorrE, Monsizvr ? should be in trouble, must be sweet mows to all vietlan d 





‘Og, Nox, Mapamg, Novus avons La Répusiique, A PRESENT!” 


Orbilius plagosus. 











And o- fe ueer larks at the end of their innings! A humorist 


ME T ’ well might have paid to have seen ’em. 
MEMORIES OF THE GREAT MATCH. | Smart LytTLeTon leaving the wickets  . bowling, and Grace's 
(By an Enthusiastic Old Willow- Wielder.) black nob at the stumps gaily bobb 


ing. 
| And when Parte and Utrerr had pelted in vain, getting four wickets 


[England v. Australia at the Oval, August 11, 12, and 13, 1884. Austra- | slick with their snapping and lobbing! 


lians made 551 in First Innings; England 346 in First Innings, and 85 in “ ” 
Second, with Two Wickets down] As ae pl Si adinvag shop” has old meanings, he gave it 


Sensational Cricket! By Jove, I should say so! How thundering Our best all-round Cricketer yet, by a lot, and quite cheerily equal 


shifty the fortune of war 1s to all situations, 

At least at the wickets. Just ask England’s Captain, the pride of | Hard luck his “‘ run-out,” such a very close Guest And if Putiex 
the Kentish men, hearty Lord Haxris. was right, both my ovties were missing Y 

But Cricket would not be so stirring a game if its tutelar geddens | But a are human, and do their els oquare best, and I don’t see 
were not such a shifty one. the wisdom of howling and hissin &) 

Drawn game? Why, of course. Little chance of a finish ’gainst | ‘Things looked rather dicky, with Sreet “leg before,” and a sort of 
such a huge score as five hundred and fifty-one ! a funk having settled stout ULrert, 

Those Cornstalks have luck—and deserve it right well, though a| But steady young Scorron he put a good lot on, Reap hit right and 

retty girl—English— declared it was horrid left, and we might have the pull yet. 

That they won the toss, on so perfect a wicket, with sky so true-blue, | By Jove, how the Surreyites clapped as their favourite piled up his 
and with weather so torrid. score, and indeed I will trouble you 

Pheugh! didn’t it blaze? E’en the Scorer looked roasted and quite | To point to much cleaner and pluckier play than the hundred and 
lost his temper, perched up in his snuggery. seventeen of W. W.! 

Iced-drinks were no good, nor were cabbage-leat hats, nor the | Last wicket but one,—for he’d been out of luck,—and he treated the 
comical forms of Lapis 5 and puggaree | “ Demon’s” best ball like a pellet, 


The batsmen and fielders appeared lik 0 grey mushrooms. Reminded Whilst Scorrow stayed on till his ninety was won. A rare good bit 
us all of that great match in Pi: of play, and ’tis pleasant to tell it. 

A wonder they kept so alert, and so eet at a smart bit of stump- | a aul of course; but by no means disgraceful to anxious 
ing, a catch, or a “‘ snick ” Lord Harrts’s lot ‘when *twas ended. 

But you might as well A to oo an iceberg, or make turtle. | They ’d had leather-hunting in tropical heat for well nigh two whole 
soup out of nettles and burdock days, and fortune befriended 

As run the barometer up to a hundred to check the two hundred and Their rivals all h. But the erieket was trae from start up to 

d of cool Murpocz. finish. Each 

McDowwet and Scorr also put on a lot, two hundred and five, said And Murpocn’s a marvel ; but and ma —, » put ReaD 

the score-board, between ’em. *gainst McDowwnEL, with Scott compare 
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“ALL ENGLAND!” 








Captain John Bull (to his ‘‘ Confederates”). *‘ Au, mY Boys, wira such A TEAM WE’LL HOLD OUR OWN AGAINST THE WoRLD !” 
PSYCHICAL RESEARCH FOR THE SUMMER. VOLUNTEERS AND VETERANS. 
Tur following recently appeared in the Morning Post :— It is stated on the authority of one who should know, touching the 


HAUNTED HOUSE.—Regquired for the Summer months, house and | gallant Volunteers, that “ men are soldiers, not unworthy to 


garden 
haunted house preferred. Address, &c. fighting only, but in 
; soldier's life i 


in the country; about seven bed and two sitting-rooms; | take their place in a comosign side by side with oh net 


‘e in the field.” This is satisfactory. As to mere fighting, 


Evidently the requirement, this, of some sensible hose 
feelin lohte D engyelt the value of our Volunteers might have been taken for granted, a: 
‘al ° were free from the slightest shade of superstition, and who estimated to be at least fully 1 to that of any of Regulars, 


to procure a pleasant temporary dwelling-place at a rent of | in amount of simple valour. It was to be expected that, 


ho mal a unaccus- 
ha: smodcrate amount which would = ge by asked for a house| tied to actual warfare, they would exhibit even as much of that 


ton Arg reputation of being haun’ 
fine old English mansion of venerable and picturesque tiie > under fire before 


F 


if the House generally suited him. The Ghost once laid, the rent 


e sort of abode which | : . 

haracter : Peat H valuable quality as raw recruits have been observed to do, at Water- 
~ » in general owes it to the peculiarity of being | |... and elsewhere ; that is, more of it than veterans, who have been 
istinguish themselves by displaying. 


idea of getting such a residence cheap by advertising But, in so far as they have he equal to the of the Line in 


for it, has doubtless often occurred to many think inds. B 
Landi yey ing minds. But those other soldierly requirements of life in the field, the Volun- 
the t are to pay such a tenant for occupation. Of course teers have ensooded ihaleadalien. 


take good care to keep the ghost on the premises | 





would be raised, Tue PreasvrE or THE Beacu.—The Champion's victory over HawNtox- 


—— 
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OLD FRIENDS WITH NEW FACES '?) 


Carrain Crosstree was his name, he used to tell us, fifteen years 
or more since, and he has not been promoted. He is Captain Cross- 
tree still, somewhat slimmer in person, but with the same tendency 
to espying from the maintop-gallant the lovely creatures walking on 
the shore, and with no falling off in 
the habit of celebrating the occasion— 
any occasion, which one doesn’t matter 
—when the liquor ishandy. Captain 
Crosstree is his name, and he acts as 
such ; that is to say, as the Crosstree 
we all u to know. It’s a larger 
ship that he commands now, with a 
much more numerous crew, greatl 

iven, all of them, to the Sailor’s 

ornpipe. The population of the port 
where they land ~ also increased. 
Sweethearts for the whole ship’s com- 
pany are provided, but Black-Ey'd 
Seeusan is none the less to the fore, 
and here is Dame Hatley, who has 
worn wonderfully well; really, she 
doesn’t look a day older. Here are 
Doggrass, Gnatbrain, Raker, and the 
rest, who used to implore that Prett 
See-usan wouldn’t say ‘“‘ No,” whic 
that delightful creature was accus- 
tomed to declare she must say, half- 
a-dozen times over on every night 
the piece was given. Some of us 
have grown older since ‘‘ the merry 
old days and the merry old nights,” 
if a certain Hermit with whom 
L. Toore is acquainted will 
muine fun never grows 
ike the Royalty, or a 





** Crosstree is his name.”’ 
The Captain—not a Miss. if 
Mr. J. 

pardon the quotation from his holiness; but 
old, whether you have it in a band-box 
wilderness like the Alhambra, and it is certain that the new Captain 


Crosstree and some of his associates to extract humour from 
the merry little piece in its big setting, just as the old Captain 
Crosstree and his associates did when the setting of the piece was 
small. We shouldn’t wonder if Captain Crosstree ran till he won 
his step, and became Admiral Crosstree. ‘‘ Admiral Crosstree, 
K.C.B., is my name!” That will want a new tune for it. 

We don’t forget Parry Otrven! No! She was the See-usan par 
super-excellence, Fall of vivacity, rich in the spirit of true bur- 
lesque, Parry was perfect. How many times was her famous song 
encored nightly? Was it five, or six, or, haply, seven? Well! 
sometimes it is encored now, but it isn’t the same song. Perhaps, 
partly because the ensemble isn’t the same ensemble. We did not 
think in those days that Coartes Wynpuam, the Hatchett, who cut 
so clever a figure, was coming to the front, and going to stay there ; 
but we did know that he was a clever young, Burlesque-Actor, 
and that he, with the others, did 
much to help on this song. On 
the other hand, sometimes Cap- 
tain Crosstree’s own particular 
declaration of identity had to 
be repeated at the Royalty, and 
sometimes there was no very 
urgent demand for a repetition. 
Now it, is encored till the Cap- 
tain gives in from fatigue, 
which goes to show that Mr. 
Artuur Roperts makes more 
of it than Mr. Dewar could 
always make, though the Scene 
in which the gallant Officer is 
overcome by the joint and 
separate influences of love and 
ow was very funny in the 
old days—that was a quaint bit 
of business when cre 
got bothered by the end of his 
necktie, which came undone, and 
stuck up by his ear, so as just 
to catch the Captain’s eye. We 
don’t know whether these are the Author’s sentiments, because the 
Author—a most intimate friend of Mr. Punch—does not happen to 
be on the premises, but far far away in a foreign land ; so, knowing 
ne rth ing of his premises, we come to our own conclusions. 

We will admit that we did not understand quite why some of 
Captain Crosstree’s renderings of his song—of the best-known song, 
for he has some other capital ones—drew down so much applause. 
It appears that he delivers verses after the manner of certain lights 





“The Bill of the Play.”’ 
The Miss—not a Captain. 








of the Music Hall—establishments which have not been quite so wel] 
lighted since Mr. Roserts left them—and those who know say that 
these imitations are of hey accuracy. 

Does Miss Besste Bonenrit come from the Music Halls, too? §% 
it has been said; and if this be correct, so much the worse for the 
Music Halls, the better for the Stage. The new William, like that 
lamented mariner, the late 7om Bowling, must be set down as the 
darling of our crew—of any crew that has judgment and discreti 
aboard. A very bright and clever Burlesque-Actress is Miss Bessrz 
Bowrenitt, with nothing ill about her except the last three letters 
of her name, When William sings you can hear what he says, and 








** See—usan.”’ 
Why cert’nly—she ’s worth looking at! 


‘*The Dame.’”’ 
Very Original. 


that is a great thing if youfare desirous of knowing how things strike 
Wilkam, who, moreover, sings in tune and dances a ares in a 
manner which would have assured his acquittal if the Lord High 
Admiral, and the divers-coloured Admirals his colleagues, had been 
gifted with any appreciation of steps other than those which signify 
rises in their profession. i 

_We are not going to run Goma the whole company—it is such a 
big one that a weapon of abno length would be required for the 
purpose ; but we must take off our hat to the Dame, or perhaps a 

ig in the ribs would be a more suitable greeting for Distress 
Hatley, to whom we have already paid our compliments. A word, 
too, for Mr. Atrrep Ler. The author of a nautical operatic bur- 
lesque was lucky to find_so good a musician on his lee, or so good a 
Lex for his musician. The Composer writes tunes, and that’s what 
we want. So here’s Captain Crosstree’s jolly good health, and 
here’s See-usan’s, and—the weather being hot, health-drinking in 
well-iced cup isn’t bad fun—here’s Dame Hatley’s ! It is sorshing 
in the sun,—one feels as if one couldn’t, as Macduff says, “‘ Ho 
enough.” 





POETICAL FOREIGN POLICY. 


‘*TigHTen the bonds ’twixt man and man,” 
Likewise ‘‘ between all nations ;” 

But oh, take all the care you can, 
For fear of “‘ strained relations.” 


Things not as through a filter strained 
m sist in sates o. jon rw. 
ay snap, and can’t be spliced again 
By Conference, or Convention. 
Then tight howe’er those bonds are tied, 
Look well that they’re “elastic ;” 
Lest remedies have to be applied, 
As doctors call them, ‘‘ drastic.” 





Seasonable Suggestion. 


How to account for the ‘‘ mysterious di of herrings” ? 
Possibly by the hypothesis which may per serve to explain their 
occasional showers. Suppose that of those fish are from time 
to time sucked up by waterspouts into the sky. There not being 
converted either into constellations or nebule, they would natural 
remain suspended, together with the law of gravitation, until, return- 
ing under its restored influence, they tumbled down again. 








Loyat To THE Backsonx.—A Gourmand with a predilection for Chine. 
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THE SONG OF SEVENTY-ONE. 


“ When the thermometer is over 70°, intellectual labour becomes a burden, 
and the result is not for edification.””—Article in “ Good Words.” 


Away with your books ! is not idleness 


And it’s quite the right thing in the 
terrible heat. 

We must all of us heed what the sage 

to say, 

And we never need slave on a hot 
summer's day : 

No = that is e’er worth a rap can be 

one 

When the warning thermometer marks 

Seventy-One. 


At seventy your labours you never 


must 8 id . s,s . 
Though haply you think it is trying to 


work ; : 
But then our adviser suggests no 





relief, 

So — , your patients or study your 
rief, 

Work hard at your leaders though scorching the sun, 

Till the kindly thermometer marks Seventy-One. 


A Melting Moment. 


Then lie on your back by the shimmering sea, 
And think about nothing but five-o’clock tea ; 
Or swim in a hammock, or sail in a “‘ yot,” 

And only remark it’s infernally hot. 

Give up all your labours for flirting and fun 
For the merry thermometer marks Seventy-One. 


Or idle all day by a murmuring stream, 

And e’en when you sleep take care not to dream, 
Don’t think about anything under the skies, 

Except when the mercury happens to rise ; 

’Tis safe to go out with a rod or a gun, 

When the festive thermometer marks Seventy-One. 


O Sage, how we thank you for this kind advice, 

For idleness is to this bard very nice ; 

There’s nothing to do betwixt breakfast and lunch, 
Excepting, of course, the perusal of Punch. 

Now end we these rhymes, for the metre won’t run 

When the careful thermometer marks Seventy-One. 








OUR INSANE-JTARY GUIDE TO THE HEALTH 
EXHIBITION. 
Part XI.—‘‘ How to Enyoy a Harry Day.” 


Havine now noticed the principal objects of interest in the Great 
Show at South Kensington, before bringing this Hand-book to a 
reluctant conclusion (for its compilation has been a labour of love), it 
may be as well to point out in what manner the many varieties of 
the Human Race can spend their time to the best advantage. Men 
and women have different tastes, governed more or less by their age. 
It will not be necessary to select more than four types—say, two 
females and two males. The first might comprise a young married 
woman and an old maid, the last a newly-married men and an old 
bachelor. Then, taking them in their order, the first would be 

The Young Married Woman.—Of course her view of the case 
would be extremely practical. She goes to the Healtheries not to 
see and be seen (although it is only reasonable that she should wear 
her best gown and most becoming bonnet), but to pick up ideas. 
pos ne she is an ANGELINA with an Epwin with more 
ordinary irritability, and that this irritability is invariably increased 
by the prospect of a bad family dinner. Naturally, the first spot 
that ANGELINA would approach would be “ The School of Cookery.” 
She would be delighted to find (as a young housekeeper of an econo- 
mical bent of mind) that the sixpence duel for admittance last 
year at the Fisheries had been abolished. She would seat herself 
with others on benches covered with door-matting, and wait patiently 
for “the demonstration” to begin. The lady-lecturer would take 
her time. Assisted by a oung known as ‘‘that girl,” and 
other “ prides of the Kitchen,’ ke would move this pan away and 
turn out that gas-stove. of extreme punctuality, the 
Superintendent would lei y make her preparations, until she 
would surprise everybody by suddenly jerking out, in a shrill voice, 
the words, ‘‘ To-day we are going to make toad-in-the-hole.” After 
this, the Young Married Woman would be let into the secrets of the 
composition of batter, and perhaps receive a few hints as to the best 


mode of frying fish. Next, the Juvenile Matron d, wi i 

helpi gy LS, “the house nice] oe Fit ie 
— ecated to Kitchen- 
ent in 


she 

hour to dinner-time, and hurry away. Although alightl conscience- 
stricken at the of the latter of hee vial she would 
remember that, all, she had how to make batter, and 
that, consequently (if she could only remember what the ingredients 
were said to be) wena a future know more about Yorkshire puddi 
than before. » in spite of a certain remorse not totally un 

the ” she would admit to herself that she had 


" The Old Mead To, be thoroughly enchan 

ad —To be enchanted with the place, she 
should visit the Exhibition on Wednesday, when half-accrown is 
charged for admission. If she appears on a shilling day, the place 

t kittenish antics. Having for some time bid 
; i y enough in the costume 

: will sailor hat and a simple cotton 
dress, with a rose at the bosom. Then she will provide herself with 
a ry, TE and a pencil. Thus prepared, she will make her 
way to “Old London.” Once there, she will attitudinise, and be as 
innocent and as merry as a child. be me f she will insist upon 
gushingly sketching one of the fancy-costumed Shopmen. She will 

L y manner, fixing her deep, 

deep eyes upon his, much to the fellow’s embarrassment. He 

answer ‘ Yes, Miss,” or ‘ No, Miss,” and the Old Maid will 
have “‘ enjoyed a happy day.” 

The Young ‘Married Man,.—Of course entirely practical. He will 
look at a patent shower-bath, and ask the price, receiving a circular 
giving him full particulars in return. ving done this, he will 
‘ i iately hurry off to the 
wait the programme out, with a 
‘ please his wife, and (after 
a requisite refreshment) return at 11°30, P.m., 
cuales rather indistinctly, that he had ‘‘ enjoyed a thoroughly 

y ” 

The Old Bachelor.—No pretence is needed with this specimen of 
the Visitors. He is his own master, and he can do what he pleases. 
He hates a and doesn’t pee —— oo ie nds his 

experiments of a gloomy readful character. 
in for a Vegetarian dinner, a ing which entails 
an immediate after-visit to the American Bar, or some other place 
where strong drinks may be obtained with alacrity. Then he tries a 
frozen chop from Australia. This again necessitates vigorous treat- 
ment at the hands of our Transatlantic Cousins. If he is a very bold 
man indeed, he invades the Diner a la Duval, but, unless the most 
reckles a race, comes out again without consuming 
the dishes on the bill of fare. If more than usually came. 
minded, he may now attempt the Chinese meal served near the 
Eastern Kiosk—a meal which is strongly suggestive, in spite of its 
bird’s-nest soup, sea-slugs, and shark’s-fin, of the dinners served in a 
d Club in St. James’s Street. Finally, he may try 
the fare obtainable in the Western Conservatory. But by this time it 
will be well for him to read something, and he could certainly find 
n more appropriate than a certain admirable work on the 
Obscure Diseases of the Brain, written some twelve years ago (just 
before its Author died), by that kindest, skilfulest, and most lamented 
of Physicians, the late Dr. Fornes Winstow. But for all that, the 
Old Bachelor Visitor, if he lives to tell the tale after his experiences, 
will declare that, ‘‘ take it all in all, and one thing with another, his 
day has been a happy one.” 

Having thus shown how much real amusement and instruction 
may be obtained from the Healtheries, it now only remains to demon- 
strate (in a concluding number) how Art is the handmaid of Science 
and Mr. Somers Vine (as representing everybody in general and 
ys oo Committee in particular) is unquestionably the Father 
of Invention. 
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NO PILGRIM. 
Ir is announced that Lord Norrusroox will not take any staff 


with him to Egypt. Nor, it may be added, mount any 
cockle-shell, nor exchange his abaat boots for ‘‘ sandal-shoon.” 





Tue Nvupriat Noose.—The Divorce Act which has lately come 
into operation in France will ically bring dissolution of matri- 
mony within the reach of all French couples who may desire to be 





put asunder. It will, in fact, reduce the marriage tie to a slip-knot. 
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DOIR, WHENCE, AS THEY FONDLY ANTICIPATE, THERE WILL BE NO 
| HIM THERE BUT Lapy CATCHAM DE WyDE AND HER ConsTaNnTIA! 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST; OR, AUTUMN MANCEUVRES AT MIDAS TOWERS. 
(The Stalking of Gorgius Midas Junior.) 
Lapy MatouaM DE Rypkg AND HER DIANA PATIENTLY DRIVE THE QUARRY INTO THE DISCREET LITTLE SaGE-GREEN Satin Bov- 


ESCAPE, UNFORTUNATELY, WHO SHOULD BE LYING IN WAIT FOR 








“CAN’T GET AWAY!” 


Mr. Punch (more in sorrow than in anger). Well, of all the dirty, 
dismal, dilapidated, disgraceful old —— 

Father Thames (appealingly). Don't!!! Please, please hold 
your eloquently denunciatory tongue! 

Mr. Punch (relenting). As I am obliged to hold my emphatically 
protesting nose. 

Father Thames (pitifully). Think of mine ! 

Mr. Punch, More Slawkenbergian than sensitive, I should 
imagine . 

Father Thames. Oh! of course. Don’t give me credit for anythin 
decent. I wish it were not sensitive, then I should not be such a n 
martyr to the malodorous muck you are always pitching into me! 

Mr. Punch. Well, perhaps there is something in that. 

Father Thames. To be sure there is. Talk about giving a dog a 
bad name, and then hanging him! Why, it’s nothing to what you 
Londoners do with me. You make me the common sink and cesspool 
of your sprawling, muck-vomiting city, and then abuse me for being 
filthy ine justice that! You don’t denounce your sewers for not 
being as clean and sweet as marble conduits of rose-water, do you ? 

Mr. Punch. Not that I know of. 

Father Thames (triumphantly). Then why make a sewer of me, 
and forthwith blame me for being—a sewer 

Ur. Punch (smiling). It does ‘seem a little hard, I confess. But 
really you look such a miserable Old Mudlark of a fellow! 

Father Thames. Who knows it better than I? Even Topsy there 
is ap up his sagacious nose at me. Off to the sea, I suppose, 
you and her 

5 ag Exactly. 

ather Thames (with a sigh). Only wish I could get there ! 

Mr. Punch. What do Ay kn 1 MEER 

Father Thames. Why, they told me when they to befoul 
my stream that I’d only to take a run down to the and have a 








good wash in the — | to cleanse and sweeten myself as completely 
as you, doubtless, will brighten and brace and quicken yourself at 
Something-or-Other-Super-Mare! It was all a dismal do, Puncu. I 
never get there, not as ariver, or in any real and detergent sense. As 
to my muck-burden, Father Neprune is far too canny to be cumbered 
with that. He sends it all back again, just as a disgusted town-dweller 
might send back a basket of far-gone grouse to some mean-spirited 
donor. Says that, as his favourite son, he’s always glad to see me, 
but that I mustn’t bring Malebolge with me! Ha! ha! Fancy 
that from one’s hoary Sire—one’s ‘‘ aged P.,” as Wemmick would 
say. But he’s not so unjust as you, Puncu; he doesn’t blame his 
badly entreated son,—only cuts him dead ! 
Snorts sardonically, and with a grimy hand wipes the weedy 
slime from his half-blinded eyes. 

Mr. Punch (compassionately). Poor Old Boy! 

Father Thames. Ah! I thought you’d pity me when you came 
to think of it! You look as fresh as point, a new pin, or your own 

s. Yet you’re off on a visit to Father Nap, who, of course, 

will greet you with open arms, put his best brine-baths at your 
service, and regale you on prawns and promenades, oysters 
cease Beak: t Aid ond don, cotege-ontiaiio ani efial, Gckipings of 
come to og, sewage-ou' t) 
dye-works and tan-yards, Boards that are callousty wooden, and 
Officials who do anything save officiate. You abuse me, and NEPTUNE 
cuts me,—what am I todo? I’m ‘parched up at Twickenham, and 
choked up at Greenwich, where am I to f° ? 

Mr. Punch (meditatively and sympathetically)— 


Flow down, old river, to the sea, 
Thy tribute-muck deliver ! 

But take this comfort, Thames, from Me, 
This shan’t go on for ever ! 





Tue Reat “ Approprration Bru.” —Bill Sikes ! 








- 
- 
5 
- 
- 

7 
- 

> 











PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI —Avevsr 23, 1884. 


















































\ el ~ ar — 
Va . ao 2 3 . ;: 2a er . _ 7 Fi 
s 
Ne —- ; 
/ Ky) 
re aol > 
wa 2 a MS % 
= = é \ 
— . —— 
S2 === 









































—— =e = = 
or — — 
tg — — 
ip, =) ‘ = ~ - ——- = 
—_— —~ - ———— ~ SS 
— ~ > a zy —— = SS 
pg ogee SS —— — —— 
a —= es —— 
= = > ant = 
_ . 
A\ \ = 
Ws \ 
— 
s \ 
~\ 
YY 

















“CAN'T GET AWAY!” 


Dinry Ory Taames (/og.). ** AM, MISTER PUNCH! I WISH JZ COULD ‘RUN DOWN TO THE SEA,’ AND HAVE A GOOD WASH IN THE BRINY!!” 
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THE COCK-CROWING NUISANCE.—-HOW TO CURE IT. 


Mr. Smirn’s Next NeicHsour put ONE KEEPS Fow.is. Mr. Smirn’s N. N. B. O. nas Gonz TO THE Moors. Mr. SMITH HAS 


NOT GONE TO THE Moors, 
(VERBUM SAP.) 


NEVERTHELESS Mr. SMITH ENJOYS EXCELLENT SporkT THIS SEASON, AND MAKES CAPITAL Bags 








WHAT I ACSHALLY SEED AT THE HEALTHERYS. 


Ir was quite by accident as I append to be there on that ewentful 
day, and also quite by accident as I herd of wot was a-going for to 
take Pg and as I haven’t seen no account of the perfectly hawful 
swindle as I see performed there, it’s reelly quite a mussy as | was 
present. Well, then, it was arranged by the 8 Compenys as supplys 
us Londoners with water, that a regular competishun should be Told 
not to see witch on ’em guv us the best water,—or rather praps 
ought to say, the least wust water—but to taste which was the werry 
nicest. 1 am glad as I wasn’t selected as won of the Judges. Phans 
an Hed Waiter having to taste hate kinds of water! not one of wite 
he likes. However, od ha’ 
been too ridicklus., 

Well, we all assembled in the Water Cumpanies’ Paivillyon, as 
they calls it, tho’ why they does so I’m sure I don’t know, as it isn’t 
a bit like the Pawillion at Brighton as that reelly grand King GzoreE 
THE FourrtH bilt. 

There was a good many picturs there, Brown said as they was 
there to show what can be dun with water cullers, and I spose 
Brown nose, After a little address by way of explanashun, the 
importent Trial begun. 

he pore judges tried werry hard to look as if they didn’t mind 
wot her to do, in fac rayther liked it, tho 1 confess as it made 
me shudder again at the cold and naked ideer of drinking all them 

ds of water, sum on ’em good, sum on ’em bad, and sum on ’em 
werry different. But who can, for jest a moment, phansy my pro- 
found and hawful estonishment, at seeing my late rite honnerabel 
Lord Mare step boldly forrad, and toss off a bumper of No. 7, 
without a single shudder, jest as if it was a bumper of dry Click 
Oh! and arter jest a minnit’s paws, jest to recover his breth, toss- 
ing off a second bumper of No, 8! 

have in my long egsperience seen a good many things as has 
estonished and — me, all hed Waiters does, but I was not pre- 
pared for this, I felt itdeeply. There was ded silence, and we 
was all on us seated on the tiptoe of expectashun, to hear his late 
Lordship s decision. And it soon cum, and in these thrilling words, 

I hasn’t no dout on the subjick, No. 8’s the best!” There was 
loud shouts to know witch was No. 8, and loud and long chairs arose 
wen it was found to be the ‘‘ Kent.” 

. But now came such an enouncement as wetted many a brite eye 
in that watery assembly, It was stated that the No. 7 water witch 
the late rite honnerable Alderman had rejected with scorn, was from 
= cillybrated South Walk company witch he is the honnerd 

led! Ihave herd or red, most probberly herd, not red, we waiters 
ain't a poe & littery lot, of noble Brutusses and Bellyseriouses, in 
a un history, who have dared to speak the truth, even at 
an steak, but I thinks as they all turns pale beside the washupful 


Of course the thort will force itself up, like the water wen the 


ere wasn’t no fear of that, the thing wo 


| | nate tea total hero, Sir WiIL¥ULL 





plug’s drawn, wot on airth can a Alderman know about Water? 
and penely © Alderman who has just by a Chair. His 
of werry useful but tasteless liquid, excep for washing 

pu must be of the most infineritezzimal charackter, and his 
tle lieable to be wopped accordingly. Surely if they wanted 
a judge of egsperience, of waterish proclivertees, of watery instingts, 
a man whose werry sole must be, one wood think, omen | in water, 
a sort of water souchée in fac, should have selected that obsti- 
wson, But no, the managers of 
Souney wane seemed to think, that if you wants 
th taste in everythink, even in Water, you 
Mare tx can, and if you carnt have the 
reel thing, and nose the reason Y, you get as near as you can 
to it, and that in course is a X And fax proved as they 


was right. 

Ani aey cums the most strangest part of my strange ewentful 
histery. Sarntering > as is my wast, arter it was all over, I 
finds myself in the back slums of Pawillion,’and there I finds 
a werry old frend of mine who my we had lost sight of for ever so 
long, -_ we soon got splashing about into the water tasting, to 


this strange watery 
honner combined wi 
must git as near a Lo 


ygollically, and seeing as he was got into a reg’lar consti- 
tooshnal as he coudn’t manage to stop, I wentured to ask 
him ‘‘ what he wasa grinning at.” And he then rewealed the haw- 


ful sell of witch we all, x Lord Mare included, had been made the 


wictims. 

It apeared that wen the trial begun, No. 8 wasn’t reddy with their 
supply, so, rayther than disapint the anxshus public, they onus 
both Ko. 7 and No. 8 from the same tap! and so the x Lord Mare 
had sollumly declared that one was better than tother and the other 
wusser than that, wen they was both the same, and both from his 
own beloved South Walk and Woxall, witch he had condam’d out of 
his own rite honnerabel mouth ! . 

And this is how the pore British Publick, Lord Mares and all, is 

m’d! not only as r Water, that ain’t of much conse- 
uence, that ain’t, but also, I blushes as I rites it, as regards Wine ! 

o. 7 and No. 8 water cums from the same tap, and 1547 Port and 
1867 Port cums from the same Bin! Ropert. 





AU GRAND S£RIEUX. 
Tue St. James's Gazette thinks it very hard that people are not 


i ar. tary pessimist, z 
ASHMEAD-BaRTLETT as a serious politician ! Well, there is only one 
obstacle, and that is Mr. Asumeap-Barrierr himself. But, after 
all, he is—in one sense—“‘ serious” enough, serious as a Mute, 
people wish that he were only as mute as he is serious. 





Nor Svrrep to a Txa.—The War with China. 
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“THE STAFF!” 
Talented Young Contributor (the day after ‘‘ Bank Holiday”’). 
HE HERE YESTERDAY! I CALLED IN THE——” 
Office Boy. ‘‘On no, Stn,—NONE OF US WASN’T "ERE YEST’DAY!” 


‘Ig roe Epirorn 1x? Was 





THE LORDS AND THE FRANCHISE BILL. 
(Second and Improved Edition, adapted to the Tory Campaign in the Autumn.) 


Tue House of Lords has not thrown out the Franchise Bill. Certainly not; they have 
merely refused to pass it. 

On the contrary, they fondly love its  prineiples, but strongly object to its practice. 

All they insist upon is, that it sh be accompanied with such a scheme of Redistribu- 
tion as would neutralise all its intended results. 

Without this, the Agricultural Labourers, who have so long been the objects of their 
loving care, would get no more benefit from the Franchise than other le. 

_ Without this, Two Millions of mere Borough Voters will have more votes than Three Millions 

of highly-educated County Voters. (This enigma will be explained to the meanest agricul- 
tural capacity, on application to Eprrvs, Carlton Club, Pall all.) 








The Lords wish the whole measure, one- 
half of which they have refused to pass, 
and the other half of which no one has yet 
seen—probably because it is not yet in 
sight—to be passed in October, in order that 
they may give their whole minds to showing 
the same loving care for Pheasants as they 
have long displayed for Peasants. 

The Lords want the 4 whole Bri, 
and nothing but the Brit, but ou decline 
to receive it at the hands of Witt. 
They are so anxious, so eager, so deter- 
mined to have their own complete Bill, 
they will t the 
incapable Government, clause by clause, 
and line by line; and as they have a gre- 
garious, obedient, strong-headed majority 
of some sixty or seventy, they can promise 
their beloved friends, Agricultural La- 
bourers, that no votes shall be forced upon 
them, except on such conditions as ir 
Lords approve. p 

The Government want to give them votes 
at once, untramme by other considera- 
tions. The Lords refuse to give them votes 
until means can be found to render them 
1) Let the People judge between 
the two! 








LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 
A PANTILE POEM. 
Beneata the Limes, ’tis passing sweet 
To shelter find from noontide heat ; 
At Tunbridge Wells, in torrid days, 
This leafy shade’s beyond all praise— 
A picturesque, cool, calm retreat ! 


I sit upon a penny 
And noddle time vith languid beat, 
The while the band brave music plays 
Beneath the Limes ! 
Aad epeien maine lie eet 
passing Irie ; 
Well shielded from the po Amn G 
I sit and weave some 7 lays, 
When hours are bright and time is fleet— 
th the Limes! 
Beneath the Limes, ’tis good, you know, 
To lounge here for an hour or so, 
And sit and listen, if you please, 
To sweet leaf-lyrics of the trees— 
As balmy August breezes blow! 
You ’ll dream of courtly belle and beau, 
Who drank the waters ago, 
And flirted, danced, and took their ease— 
Beneath the Limes! 


No doubt they made a goodly show 
i k, and furbelow ; 

These slaves to Fashion’s stern decrees, 

These patched and powdered Pantilese, 
With all their grand punctilio— 

Beneath the Limes! 

Beneath the Limes, perchance you ’ll fret 
For bygone times, and may regret 

The manners of the time of NNE, 

The graceful conduct of a fan, 
And stately old-world etiquette ! 


The good old days are gone, and 
You never saw, I’ll freel bet, 
More beauty since the Wells began— 
Beneath the Limes! 
For Herry, Bett, and Marearet, 
With Mary, Mas, and Viorer, 
ALICIA sme Mona, Nay, 
And others you ll not fail to sean, 
Will make you bygone times forget— 
Beneath the Limes! 


yet 





LITERARY. 
Q. Why is a Preface like Charity ?! 
A. Because it begins a tome (at ). 
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PARLIAMENTARY VIEWS :N8 25: HOLIDAY TIME 


~A_ SEA VIEW 








We are glad to know that a suggestion made last year by Tony, 
M.P., in respect of the ceremony of the Prorogation by Royal 
mission (before the annual exodus to the Moors and the seaside), was 
this year adopted. Instead of troubling busy gentlemen like the 
Lord CHANCELLOR, Lord Dersy, Lord Sypyey, Lord Kenmare, and 
Lord Monson to dress themselves up in red cloaks and three- 
cornered hats, and sit as dummies on a bench before the Woolsack, 
the resources of Madame Tussavp's Exhibition were called upon to 
provide for the occasion. Five figures were selected from the surplus 
stock, and, the original costumes being placed at the disposal of the 
artist, very little trouble was needed to create counterfeit present- 
ments of the Lords Commissioners that would defy detection by 
the ordinary observer. A single assistant, hidden in the interior of 
the box on which the figures were seated, worked them. On the 
Lord CHANCELLOR’s name being read in the Royal Commission, a 
string was pulled, the figure brought its right hand from under the 
cloak, lifted its hat, rep it, and the arm returned to the cover 
of the cloak. The same with the others, as the names of the Com- 
Missioners were successively read. 

There was a little more trouble in arranging the Clerks, who stand 
at either side of the table, one reading out the names of Bills, and 
the other announcing the Royal Assent. Happily, the prescribed 


Com- | 


action is very , and was successfully dealt with. The Clerk, 
bowing low to Lords Commissioners, the one on the right side 
of the Table reads out the name of a Bill, at which both figures bow 
low again. Then the one on the left slowly turns his head to the 
Bar, where the Speaker and Members of the House of Commons 
stand, and in melancholy voice intones, ‘‘ La reyne le veult!"” A 
little ordinary clockwork put this all right. At regular intervals 
the figures bowed; a mumbling noise was heard from the figure on 
the right ; the figures bowed again, the one on the left slowly turning 
its head, and more mumbling was heard. 
| Some remark was made at the Bar that the reading clerk seemed to 
bring his voice from a situation seated low down in his chest, and Mr. 
Wiican took ex to the purity of the accent of the other clerk. 
But it was ex ed to him that it was Norman-French, which of 
course differs from that of Stratford-atte-Bow. On the whole, and 
bearing in mind that it was the first time the experiment was tried, 
it answered admirably. The best proof of its success is found in 
the fact that the Speaker, the Members of the House of Commons, 
and the other spectators withdrew without the slightest suspicion 
that there had been any alteration in the customary arrangements, 
The Lory CHancettor and Earl Srpwey, secreted in the turreted 
Gallery over the Throne, watched the proceedings with much interest. 








THOUGHTS UPON THOUGHT READING. 


Cay it be that, after all, there is something in Thought Reading. 
Mr. Giapstonx and the Parece or WaLxs are affirmed to have both 


had their thoughts read—with their own consent and co-operation. | 


If our thoughts could be read against our wish, we should be incapable 
of concealing them, even although we employed words for that pur- 
pose, according to a celebrated Diplomatist’s view of the intent to 
which we were gifted with speech. But Mr. Giapstows, for example 
would not be liable, if unwilling, to have his thoughts read by Lor 
SaLisBuRY, even if the 7 Chief were a Thought Reader as expert 
as Mr. Invine Bisnop or Mr. Sruart CUMBERLAND. 

However, like mong oer a! t marvels, upon their first pro- 
mulgation pronounced impossible or illusory, Thought Reading, after 
all, turns out to be mere matter-of-fact known long ago. As usual, 
in the case of sw i ies, it was a phenomenon evidentl 

to SHaxspeane. See Richard the Third, Act 1V., Scene 2. 
“‘ K. Rich, Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 

To try if thou be current gold, indeed : 

Young Edward lives Think now what I would say.” 





Richard, believing Buckingham to be a Thought Reader, knew 
nevertheless that a combined effort on either side was ne to 
enable him to think the thought which he wanted him to read instead 
of being told. This is clearly the supposition meant to be conveyed 
by the Divine Wmurams. So in Othello, Act III., Scene 3, when the 

oor declares that he will know Iago’s thoughts, Iago answers : 

** You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custody.” 
The Divine WILLIaMs means to imply that Othello, even if he were 
a Thought Reader, could read the thoughts of Jago only with Iago’s 
permission. So neither would Mr. Grapstowe be able to read any 
of Lord Satispuny’s thoughts, ex those which Lord SaLispury 
might think fit to let him. Nor oad suspect the possibility 
that am is fri may be capable of reading 


ong are some w! 
what he thinks of them, and does not wish them to know 


But, given t say ** brain waves,” "who knows 
but that it may A =X wi 
minds, distances, through 


concurrence of mutual 





minds, of ong eee Tish tonkaed of one end, and the Thovgtt 
a wire, wi . one 
| Reader’s knuckles at the other ? 
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THE TOWN. 
No. XI.—“‘ Form.” A Lecenp or Mopern Lonpon. 
PART I. 


“*Srpropnet’s Novice.” So Lord Uppercut 
Christened the Painter’s protégé,—most neatly, 
Opined his toady, Hecron Haxrsvr. 
The Novice graced his Poole-made vesture sweetly, 
And save that his blue eyes 
: unclosed and shut 
‘ = A little like a doll’s, he 
: . i] hit completely 
The exigences of the cur- 
rent fashion 
In dandies, which demand 
not power or passion. 


Whether the youth pos- 
sessed them was not 
proved. 

About his avatar there 
seemed some mystery ; 

Not long in London’s laby- 
rinth he had moved, 

And SrmropHet had not 
revealed his history. 

The Painter was respected 
more than loved, 

Having a temper with a 

; certain twist awry, 

Which showed itself at 
times in forms surprising 

To those who ventured 
upon eatechising. 


Those dark deep eyes so many things had seen 
From London shows to Lapland incantations. 
A polished Prospero of modish mien 
Might so have borne himself in life’s relations, 
With that large cold reserve which moves the spleen 
Of shallow swaggerers, and the speculations 
Of those who, stumbling amidst vague supposes, 
Think they can see an inch before their noses. 


Though known as “ SrpropHet,” his name was STEIN, 
Frank Natuan Srery, R.A. The Hebrew strain 
Had somewhere, ’twas suspected, crossed his line, 
And lent that subtle tone to heart and brain, 
Which, like the nameless something in old wine, 
Is indefinable, all words are vain ; 
Although such erus and characters have a cachet 
Inseparable as musk-scent from a sachet. 


Young Srer, supposed his son, was better known 
As Avto,—none could tell you why precisely,— 
A youth of two-and-twenty, tall, well-grown, 
With boots that fitted, hair that parted nicely. 
His voice was clear, with a metallic tone, 
He talked with frigid ease, if not o’er wisely. 
In fact, to quote the phrase of Oscar CRUDEN, 
He was a brick, if just a little wooden. 


And Oscar was his friend, if that’s the name 
For modern chumdom ; they revolved together 
Like double stars they always wore the same 
Habiliments, their social sphere and tether 
Appeared identical, they ‘ a the = ” 
As partners ; which of them was the bell-wether 
Few could have told ; ’tis difficult to do 
When youths, like Noan’s beasts, go two and two. 


SrpropHer’s Studio, a bizarre bazaar 
And Sybaritish lounge in combination, 
Held him, and Avro, and that youth’s cigar. 
Avro himself seemed lost in contemplation 
Of his own polished boot-tops. With a jar 
In his clear voice that might have seemed vexation 
In a less self-poised speaker, SmpROPHEL 
Broke the dull silence with a sudden ‘‘ Well ?” 


Avro looked up. ‘I wait your word,” he said ; 
And, as he spoke, a something in his bearing, 
In the slow, languid lifting of his head, 
And in his somewhat dull and vacuous staring, 
Awoke the thought—which through most minds has sped 
When es pee youth,— that he, though wearing 
Man’s flesh, and of the sartor’s finding, 
Was yet mere clockwork much in need of winding. 








“*T see,” said Smpropuer. ‘* Well, after all, 
I’ve but one general lesson to impart to you. 
**T think that at your feet I’ve placed the ball, 
Given what guardians call a first-rate start to you. 
Clubdom is yours, you ’re free of ring and stall, 
Wealth opes the worlds of Fashion and of Art to you. 
The rest Pilcemenetiee. To ride life’s storm, 
There ’s one unerring compass—study ‘ Form.’ ” 


“Form!” said the youth. “ Ah! what i Form?” “ You ask,” 
The Painter said, ‘‘ a question comngeeeeere, 

To answer which compendiously would task 
Concisest wit, its scope is so extensive. 

What isit? Why, the spirit’s mould and mask, 
It’s bodying forth, its panoply defensive ; 

’Tis nothing, and yet everything in turn. 

But words cannot explain it: one must learn. 


‘** Proteus and yet Procrustes, modern ape 
Of that famed statue of old Potyciervs, 
Men called ‘the Rule.’ Not Parpras could shape 
Perfection from the marble that should beat in 
To readier conformity, or drape 
The Ideal more convincingly to cheat us, 
Or move the Critics to sublimer twaddle, 
Though Puryne or CAMPASPE were his model. 


‘* Form’s everything ; the barrier that divides 
The Plunger from the Pariah, bland APELLES 

From the poor pavement-chalker. Wit derides 
Athletes, Asthetes, Boxers, and Botticellis 

But Form ’s a thing that’s satire-proof, that hides 
All faults—save purses void or vacuous bellies— 

’Tis the ‘ Excelsior’ both in mind and manner 

The World’s aspirant writes upon his banner. 


“Study it! You are in its highest school, 
And have congenital predispositions ; 

That is you’re shapeable, like clay, and cool, 

ike marble, very promising conditions 

For treatment sculpturesque of hand or tool. 
Set out upon your pleasantest of missions, 

You’re bound to take Society by storm 

As glass of Fashion and as mould of ‘ Form.’ ” 


AvTo was mute, and as the languid whirls 
Rose slowly, languorously from his set lips, 
Seemed half-inanimate from close-cropt curls 
To shiny boots and well-gloved finger-tips. 
No iced descendant of a hundred Earls, 
Coolest of plungers, steadiest of whips, 
Shows more of that to which humanity owes 
Its crowning merit, statuesque repose. 


The Painter eyed him with that subtle smile 

Which oer who knew him best found enigmatic ; 
* Perfect!” he cried, patting his head the while, 

‘* Fine flower and quintessence of the lymphatic ! 
The most exacting connoisseur of style 

Might in your praises verge on the ecstatic. 
If you can but maintain it, you ’re approaching 
A stage beyond the need of further coaching. 


“ You have done well already, you ’re admired, 
Envied, and imitated. Pray, what more 

By Statesman, Soldier, Sage could be desired ? 
What though you have not wisdom, courage, lore, 

In your appointed course they ’re not required, 
Indeed would be regarded as ‘a bore’: 

A term of terrible reproach, which covers 

Learning and zeal, heroes and constant lovers,— 


‘*In fact, all serious and most nobie things. 
Remember, if top-honours you ’d be scoring, 
Society the Decalogue now brings 
To one commandment: ‘ Thou shalt not be boring!’ 
Away, my Auto! ~ sem your gauzy wings— 
No, that’s a metaphor suggesting soaring, 
I must not make my counsels contradictory— 
But saunter calmly on to Social Victory!” 








A ‘‘sien” OF THE TIMES, 
ConstpERINe the garrulous chatter of Members of Parliament 
within St. Stephen’s, and their perpetual platform outpourings with- 
out, a suitable sign for “ the House,” on the resum of 





after the recess, would surely be “ The Magpie and ip.” 





GS TO CORRESPONDENTS.—In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings be returned, unless accompanied 


by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. 


Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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SAD BUT TRUE.—THE HISTORY OF MANKIND 


Convinces us that DISASTERS ARE IN REALITY STEPPING STONES 
FOR HIGHER PROGRESS. 
To prevent Disastrous Diseases from Poisoned Blood, use 


ENO'S FRUIT SALT. 


BNO OnE ONE CAN HAVE A SIMPLER MORE EFFICIENT REMEDY: its use the poison 
thrown off, and the blood restored to condition by natural +} BALT freely in my 
os etmek of fever, and I Sode ereny 3 selaae tle Baered my life.—J. 0. Ea Eno. 


Ne TRAVELLER SHOULD LEAVE HOME WITHOUT a SUPPLY of ENO’S FRUIT SALT, 

A FOS by its use the most dangerous forms of FEVERS, BLOOD POISONS, &c., are prevented and cured, 
It is, in truth, a FAMILY MEDICINE CHEST in the sim » most potent form. Instead of being lowering to the 
system, this preparation is in the highest degree invigo Ite effect in relic relieving thirst, giving tone to the system, 
or in aiding digestion, is most striking. 


ZULU WAR.—SURVEYING THE MAPUTA RIVER. 
[PORTANT TO TRAVELLERS AND ALL LEAVING HOME FOR A RAC CHANGE 


July, 1884, 
S1z,—I write to tell you what your “ yEpiy SALT” has done for me. 
During the Zulu War, Consul O'Neill and myself had occasion to survey the Maputa River. We had great difficulties 








in stowing sufficient fresh water for our need, and were obliged on eur return to drink the river water—water you may 
a P Z call it, but I call it liquid mad; mud-banks both sides, a tropical sun all day, and a miasmatic dew all night. We had 
~, the good fortune, however, to have with us @ couple of bottles of your invaluable “‘ FRUIT SALT,” and never took the 
‘ : f ‘ “water” without a judicious admixture of it, and so did not suffer from the abominable concoction. Now when we 
a ~ . Se arrived at Lorenzo Marquay there was no more “ FRUIT SALT” to be obtained. I was sent on to Durban, but poor 
\ ¥ Mr. O'Neill was on the flat of his back with ague. At Durban I could only get one bottle, as every one was sold out, it 
rt - , being so much in demand. 
3! = When I mention that we only went in a small boat with four niggers, and that two expeditions from men-of-war, 
= with fully-equipped boats, had tried the survey before and on ot Sorty miles (having lost the greater part of their 
WHI CH MAY BE PREVENTED. érews through the malaria), while we got over eighty miles, I nk oe only — you justice in putting our success 
down to your excellent preparation. lam, yours fa: tifully, 
por bn aon marti To J. OC. Emo, Esq., Hatcham, London, 8.E. A Lasugawane Rorat Navy, ¥.2.G.8. 


‘MODERATION I$ THE SILKEN STRING RUNNING THROUGH THE PEARL CHAIN OF ALL VIRTUE§.’—8/shop Hall. 


yy: RAWING AN OVERDRAFT ON THE BANK OF LIFE.—Late hours, fagged, unnatural excitement, breathing impure air, too rich food, 
alcoholic drink, gout, and other blood poisons, biliousness, sick-headache, skin eruptions, pimples on the face, want of appet petite, sourness of stomac! St use 

NO’S FRUIT SALT. it is is pleasant, cooling, health- wing, refreshing, and invigorating. You cannot overstate its great value in keeping the blood pure and free from 

HE SECRET OF SUCCESS.—“ A new invention is brought before the public, and commands success. A score of abominable imitations are leaotiadaty 

introduced by the unscrupulous, who, in copying the original closely enough to deceive the public, and yet not so exactly as to infringe upon legal rights, exercise an ingenuity 

at, employed in an original channel, could not fail to secure reputation and profit.”’—Apams, 

CAUTION.—Examine each Bottle, and see that the Capsule is marked “ENO’S FRUIT SALT.” Without it, you have been imposed upon by a 

worthless imitation, Sold by all Chemists. Directions in Sixteen Languages how to Prevent Disease, 


Prepared only at ENO’S FRUIT SALT WORKS, HATCHAM, LONDON, = by J. C. ENO’S PATENT, 


‘ pu em AL, WHISKY of Is’ * Best Bindie “| poms AND WELL MATURED, B 
pte ee Fel rete tee 
S Prize Meda, byiney, 160; ThresPrise | (by the courtesy of the French Government) is now sola| PURE SCOTCH WHISKY. 


RY fine, full flavor, and at the Bureau of the “ Administration des Contributions | wie Kivour. kay ‘be mils recommended — 


Mapicat Times. 


Cotati tutte ae Indirectes,” 12, Boulevard des Capucines, Paris, at Six Price 42s. per Dozen. 





























Of all Wine Merchants. Wholesale Depét, 
‘TSQUESTION ABLY as as fine Franes the half-pound packet, and will be forwarded by| 42" yen LANE. LONDON. 
jurore’ Award, Cork Exhibition, 16s. the Manager to any address in France, on receipt of 








HIS FINE OLD IRISH Postal Order. 

pit ei ani rena wo GOLD MEDAL FOR ee — ABBOTSFORD ) GRATES. 

B CORK DISTILLERIES a: vas MAX GREGER’S 
i tiensiunelee | CALCUTTA EXHIBITION |GARLOWITZ, 1878.|MAPPIN & WEBB, 











fly al epectable Wine Mereh Had BEEN AWARDED 10 case, containing ome Lottie cach of ate | 208 60 162, OXFORD ST., LONDON, W. 
Duty considerably -— Sth April, 1881, Pp E R | N 7 T & F i L s’ Sample Case, Sinister ene, betes ech of of hia bidandatinn nk 
EERING’S REIMS. SHAREHOLDERS’ CARLOWITZ. 





ONLY GENUINE 


OPENHAGEN ecient maees | HEBESTFOOD 
rita CHERRY Size ye Ny ee te FOR INFANTS 











tntn a rvee BRANDY. MAX GREGER, Limited, 


2 me Rovat Dawtsm awp Imrearat Russias Wore Meacuawts to Hen Maszerr rus Queen. 
vats, av> HLH. tes Parcs op Waxes. Bead Office— 


SAVORY & MOORE, London. 


THE ONLY 6, SUMNER STREET, SOUTHWARK. ~—— ots Os., every 


femme | PALATABLE NATURAL APERIENT WATER, | , Som yemiens Tasting Boome et octes —¥y SY 


iHE BEST AND SNEAPEST © OU 
NATURAL APERIE A POSITIVE CURE FOR STOMACH, gay ppppersreyy IGCRAPHE EEN ’ 


FECTIONS. | BEEFIE Liverroo. wanc 52 y, 
j| UVER, AND KISMEY = = for Re : ag GLASGOW BamincnaN EWCKSIE . a A B L E vg \\ \\Y 


# ia asnatieemanaenante peer — ac me | 
ae : =a amas iS 0 a 
mt : ‘ay end 


IOSEPH | NY SAL E 
















































































" Eéinbere” om, for 
boys of 8 to 17 years 
Been,” om, for Boys 
of 8 to iT years. 
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SAMUEL _ BROTHERS, 65 & 67, SYDENHAM HOUSE, “LUDGATE HILL, 

















THE PUBLIC ARE WARNED 
to see that they are supplied with the 
ARGOBY . As the ARGOSY is the 
ONLY B E wits two INrEPENDENT 
Conn ATTACHMENTS GOING FROM BACK TO 
reont, besides hav other 8: 
not contained in 
dealers, tradi ms the 
of the ARGOS 
extra profit, de Ty on baving the A 
BRACE, and see that the name is stamped 
on every pair. 

Or evenv Hosren avy Ovrrirren reaovenovr 
rae Wonup. Wholesale only, Central Depot, ¢ & 7, 
Newgate Street, London 


COVERINGS FOR SEMI OR 
COMPLETE BALDNESS. 


PERFECT FrTA TONS or 














BROOKS? 
MACHINE 
COTTONS. 


CHUBB’ S | 
LOCKS. 


Parcs Lists sent race. 
128, QUEEN VICTORIA STREET, EC., 
66, St. James's Street, Pall Mall, London ; 
Manchester, Liverpool, & Birmingham 


HEAL & SON'S 
\NEW SPRING MATTRESS. 


(As Exhibited at the Health Exhibition.) 
Warracted good and > a at a very moderate 


3 f., Me. ; 3 ft. 6 in., 32s.; ers 36s. ; 4. 6 in., We. 
A Catalogue of Bedsteads and Purniture, with 900 
Designs and Price List of Bedding, free by post. 
195 ro 198, TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD, W. 





Aunt. “I NEVER SAW YOU 


Clarissa. 


WILL BE DELIGHTED!” 





ASTONISHING ! 


DRESSED SO WELL. I MUST EMPLOY 


THE SAME DRESSMAKER FOR THE FUTURE, WHAT IS HER NAME?” 

“‘I MADE THIS DRESS MYSELF, AFTER SIX LESSONS AT THE 
SCIENTIFIC DRESS CUTTING ASSOCIATION’S RooMs IN REGENT CIRCUS; 
AND, AUNTIE DEAR, I SHOULD ADVISE YOU TO LEARN,—I’'M SURE YoU 





“ABSOLUTELY PURE.”—See Analysis, 
sent post free = bow ation. 
YSTAL SPRINGS.” 


pan ed for p- ~4 ef 





ELLIS'S Buss stky 
RUTHIN 2" 


trum i. WATERS. 


Soda, P , Seltzer, Lemonade, Aromatic Ginger 
Ale. boro Gout: Jithia wom and Lithia and 
Corks branded—“ R. ELLIS and SON, RUTHIN,” 
and every Label is bears their Name 
and Trade Mark. 
Sorp Evenrwaras axe Wmotesate oF 


B. ALIS & SOU, Ratite, Berth Wales, 


to amily. 
London Agents: W. BEST & SONS, Henrietta 
treet, Cavendish J. = 
CAUTION.—Beware of spurious imitations, and 
insist on having ELLIS'S RUTHIN MINERAL 
WATERS. i eeneneeenan 
BOLE ADDRESS: 








R. ELLIS & SON, RUTHIN, ‘WORTH WALES. | 


/SPENCE’'S tu 
VELVETEENS. 


100 COLOURS GUARANTEED 
IN EVERY 
SHADE,  7/9,,3/6, 3/M1, 4/6 


PATTERNS SENT FREE. 


76 to 79, St. Paul’s Churchyard, London. 


Honey optatwep Eastty awp Pieasawtiy wita 


DAWSON’S BEE HIVES. 


Bar-frame Hives, Sections, gd Foundation, 
Smoke ers, 
~ Bend for Catalogue, <a Free. 


4. G. DAWSON, Alms Buildings, Macclesfield. 





ly increased demand 

for the obestately | 
ae oo Cor 
cuaeeaey of & 

2 
used by us is not obtainable; like 
the leaf from which they are made 
by the manufacturer at the point 
The genuine bears the signature of 

INTER, yw ~- 


HENRY K. TERRY & CO. Sole Coie. 
55, Hotzoan» Viapuct, Lompon B.C. 


GROUSE SHOOTING 
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